Tie Cat and tit Moon

said the pensioner in my brother's picture. The
choral song, a life lived in common, a futile battle,
then thought for its own sake, the last island, Vico's
circle and mine, and then the circle joined.

Decline of day,

A leaf drifts down ;

O dark leaf clay

On Nineveh's crown !

II

A couple of miles as the crow flies from my Gal-
way house is a blessed well* Some thirty years ago
the Gaelic League organised some kind of procession
or * pattern ' there, somebody else put a roof over
it, somebody else was cured of a lame leg or a blind
eye or the falling sickness. There are many offerings
at the well-side left by sufferers ; I seem to remem-
ber bits of cloth torn perhaps from a dress, hair-
pins, and little pious pictures. The tradition is that
centuries ago a blind man and a lame man dreamed
that somewhere in Ireland a well would cure them
and set out to find it, the lame man on the
blind man's back. I wanted to give the Gaelic
League, or some like body, a model for little plays,
commemorations of known places and events, and
wanted some light entertainment to join a couple
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